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The Little Purple Door 


Once a very long time ago, there was a handsome little grey 
mouse. He called himself Henry because he thought he heard 
that name somewhere and was sure it suited him. 


Now Henry had a wonderful little home up in the attic of a 
very big white house, and Henry loved his little home very 
much. The only problem he had was there were so many rooms, 
that when in a hurry, he would sometimes get lost. 


Now besides Henry, there were four others living in the 
house; the father, mother, a little girl, and a big black and white 
cat, however they had never been formally introduced to Henry. 
Somehow in Henry’s mind, that seemed best. 


Now the cat that lived in the house was a very smart cat, 
and he loved to sit up high on top of things, like the china 
cabinet in the dining room. He would just sit up there and 
watch what went on below. Needless to say, Henry had to be 
very careful since he knew this cat could hear a pin drop. 


Sometimes Henry would go down to the cellar where he 
would climb out through a broken window that led to the 
garden. Once outside, he would run through the flowers and 
peek through the iron fence at the busy street, and watch the 
people passing by. Sometimes he would watch the squirrels and 
birds play. But Henry had taken to staying out of sight the best 
he could because he never knew when that silly cat would show 
up. Besides, he knew that not everyone liked him. 


Somehow, he just seemed to sense that, even if he didn’t 
really know why. 


So when everyone was fast asleep he would tiptoe down 
the stairs to the big kitchen where a lot of good food was cooked 
and he could almost always find something good to eat. 
Sometimes he even took a few snacks home for later. But he 
was still very careful because the kitchen was also the place 
where the cat had his dishes. 


Henry loved to run through the house and go up and down 
the stairs peeking into all the rooms when all was quiet. But one 
night he got trapped behind a big door on the third floor. It 
seemed like Henry hid for hours and hours before someone 
opened that door. But when they did, Henry ran as fast as his 
little legs could carry him and he didn’t stop until he reached his 
little home in the attic. 


Finally, when he laid down in his warm bed he began to 
think and think about his problem until his little brain was so 
tired he finally fell fast asleep. Now he must have slept for 
hours when he heard what sounded like a scratching sound. So 
he got out of his bed and went to his little door and peered out 
into the attic. It was filled with old trunks and furniture, toys, 
books, old clothes and things. And there jumping in and out of 
this old empty candy box was the most beautiful white mouse 
Henry had ever seen in his whole life. She told Henry her name 
was Nellie and all of a sudden Henry was sure he heard beautiful 
music filling the attic, “how silly,” he thought to himself. 


Well, needless to say, Henry and Nellie fell in love and 
from that day forward they went almost everywhere together. 
Sometimes they would look over the banister from the third 
floor at the people below - laughing and talking and having a 
good time. And one night, they watched a big beautiful tree 
being trimmed by the family living there. And when everyone 
was fast asleep, they went downstairs just to look at it. There, 
under this big, beautiful lighted tree, were lots and lots of pretty 
wrapped packages. They thought this was a beautiful sight. 


Henry knew he had never been so happy in his whole life 
since Nellie came into it. He only had one problem. He was 
always getting lost, especially when he was in a hurry. Since he 
couldn’t think of something, he asked Nellie if she could think 
of a way he could keep from getting lost? Nellie thought and 
thought and finally she said “follow me Henry I have an idea”. 
So they went down to the cellar where they got a can of paint 
and two brushes, went back to the attic they went, up to 
Henry’s little door and got to work. 


And when they were finished they stepped back to look at 
what they’d done and there was the door they had pained purple 
with a gleaming gold knob! It was the prettiest door they had 
ever seen. 


And they knew there was no other door like it in the whole 
house. Henry he would never get lost again. And the two of 
them lived happily ever after in the beautiful white house. 
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God’s Magic Wand 


As | watch the fragile balance between night 
and day begin its journey 

| see the heavens open and the first golden 
rays of light shine through. 


While this splendor filled the heavens the 
miracle of it all took my breath away 
And in these moments, it would have been 
Very hard not to have felt the 
Presence of God because he was 
Surely there. 


And while | continue my silent vigil 
| watched as God waved his magic wand 
And once again turned night into day. 
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